E 


Q Kay, So Patterns is different this year. A 


funkier size, catchier P o designs, and brighter colors jump out 
at you, the reader. And that's what this change is all about - 
you. We want your attention. Because the stuff inside Patterns 
has always been funky and catchy and bright. The high- 
octane quality of.the writers and artists in ШЕ magazine 


hasn't changed. | 
B U t you-have changed. | 


You have a different view - of college, of your 

community, and of the world. To reflect that, we've 

changed not only the look of the book, but the way , 

it's judged and the way it's read. This year, we 

invited a panel of judges from the community 

to weigh the written entries. We also asked 

some of our bilingual students to translate | - 
some of the winning poetry entries - then + : 
talk about what it's like to translate | a 

something so slippery as a poem. We're 

opening up Patterns, because your world 


is opening up. : 3 ; m a | 
SO THE 39TH 

"i ; EDITION 
ОЕ 


Patterns 


A PUBLICATION OF 

ST. CLAIR COUNTY 

+ + COMMUNITY COLLEGE, 
p PORT HURON, 

4 b 1; = MICHIGAN 


5/8 Ww | d 
extend to you, | 
in this 39th edition of 

Patterns, more than just an 
invitation. It's a temptation. 
How can you resist? 
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‚(though since | share it | prefer the adjective "delightf 


Acknowledgments 


-Special thanks are due to the special people who so 
readily agreed to«give us th ell је and their expertise to 
judge the written entries for P. rns. First, to Garth | 
Kriewall of the Times Herald we extend thanks. Journalists, 
whose days and nights are filled, and who work with 
deadlines always looming, must especially anticipate any 
kind of vacation. Yet Mr. Kr iewall i tantly agreed to my 
request to read the Patterns entries, deadline and all, 
despite the fact that he was about to begin a Vacation. 
The student writers at SCA are the beneficiaries, and Wes 
are grateful for his giving us his time and t ; t 


| staring down 
High School, owe ongoing thanks. Noton 


to read and judge the written entries, sh 
me-time out of her whirlwind schedule to di 
open more doors between the College and th 
In her energetic fashion she is preaching the gi 
arts to students, and the whole community is 
for her efforts, - 

To Roy Seeger former Patterns winner, 
n Michigan University student, poet, artist, 
ot only for reading and judging the w 
contributing two new poems 
‘our stuff is good, Roy. R 
your work. 

acher at Marine Ci 
High School, who is having i e impact on students 
now as he did on me over twenty years ago. | know this 
because reports from my students coming from MCHS have 
not varied over the years: He has a sharp sense of humor 


should jump? 


To Garey H 


he is ай excellent teacher, and he hasan incredible: p 
for literature. |'m glad some things don't chang: 


Post script: I was wrong. Things do chan, 
terribly. As we go to press, I hai 
passed away. This news is too fi 
and my friend. 


through pipes 


He was my teacher 


* Gary Schmitz 


PATTERNS 


The Ocean 
as | Understand It 
by ROY Seeger 


[taste the sea salt on my tongue 
days after | swim in it. 
The snorkel didn'tseal around my mouth 
or | Kept breathing wrong (I can't remember) 
and | would choke on the saltwater; 
. Once, when | drove over the Huron bridge 
limagined myself standing, 
balanced on the rail, 


at the broken water, 
the jutting rocks that just might crack my skull 


Or maybe I'd hit the submerged Chevette 
that blew off the bridge 

during the winter of '86, 

the same year my brother graduated. 
Ihearthey pulted that one out two years ago 
and now there isn't even a shadow to aim for: 
limagine the driver'still down there. 

This is what | see when | pon der. the ocean: 
Гао so because its enormity.is overwhelming. 
Besides the lack of salt there is no difference. 
My body tells me so. 5 


Sometimes, when Istand naked in a tub 

of barely warm bath water ^ 

Ithink of the ocean. 

It's nearly the same except the lack df salt, 

and the presence of 

abubble ring that clings to the edge of the tub 
even after Ірші еһе plug’ 

апа the water drains 


hidden in the walls and floors, 


like thin rustingfingers 
pointing back to the ocean. 
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» Eleanor B. Mathews «етіс. awaro 
ТНЕ Blanche Redman POETRY 1. | AWARD. 
THE Richard J. Colwell || AWARD 


Some changes you plan, some you don't. This one falls in the latter category. When we tallied 
the scores from our judges, who read entries that have no writers’ names on them, we found that 
the judges had chosen works by the same writer as winners of the Richard J. Colwell Award and the 
Blanche Redman Award. This had never happened before. “What should we do?” someone asked. 
Someone else shrugged. Finally, someone spoke. “We should probably congratulate her." у 
And so we do. Congratulations, Joe Ann Burgett, inning the Richard J. Colwell Award and 
the Blanche Redman Poetry Award. Richard Colwell, a dearly beloved teacher at this college for 25 
years, never could resist a story that took а, chance - ane that dared to be different. "Find your 
voice - and follow it!" he admonished. And so Richar ould quite approve of “9 times 9" for what 
itis- it is Joe Burgett's voice, and it is different and teresting. 
Blanche Redman, founder,of Patterns, was also a caring and respected teacher at this college, 
and, аза reknowned poet, was always interested in the vary structure of poetry - its rhythm, tone, 
and imagery. She cared greatly about these aspects of poetry, just as she cared 
greatly about the students, and so it isa fitting that her family established 
the Blanche Redman Poetry Award. "April 15th" isa poem that certainly 
fits the criteria, as you will see when you read it. d 
; Last year, Joe Burgett Was recognized for her contributions А 

in the poetry and essay categories. This year, she is represented + 
in the poetry cate jory. and twice in the short story section. Since 

the Eleanor B. Mathews Award is given based on a writer's 


creativity, technical skill, and individual style in a variety of genres Congratulations 
and over a period of time, | 5 oo anal this year's recipient 3 F 
be Joe Ann Burgett. arein order. 


All this while she edits the college newspaper, Tne Erie Square. . 
Gazette, writes for The Times Herald, and carries on with her classes. 
To find the time - no, to make the time - to write so carefully, and 
SO well, in a variety of genres, makes Joe Ann Burgett worthy Ор се 
for all three awards. 
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‚POETRY: SECOND PLACE 


i Жасай edes llamrme señora Finn ) You may call me Mrs. Finn 

ce ella, furiosamente she angrily states 

por su primer nombre When addressed by her first name 
iu who does he think he is 

calling me Mary, she mutters 


5 Ф 
She was born before women had the vote 
she has known what it's like to have 

no money or food, only pride 

she saw what the depression did to people 
doing her duty she worked for the war effort 


She married her love and had a family 

all too soon she watched him die * 
watched as her children grew and flourished 
they never Knowing what she had endured 
she lives her faith prays her children will too 


nunca ellos sabiendo de 
ella vive su fé, y reza por que sus hijos ta 
P 

She tells of her friends who complain 

their children never visit 

she jokes her kids won't leave her alone 
- she taught them respect of others 

that's what they give her | 


Ella abla de sus amigas qu 

s de que sus hijos nunc: 

ella bromea diciendo que sus hijos nunca la deja 
ella les ensenó a respetar a los 
eso es lo que ellos le аа! 


She worked hard all my life Ф 

| never heard her complain 

he is my Mother 

u may call her Mrs. Finn 5 


Ellatrabajo duro durante toda m 
yo nunca la escuche дие]: 
ella es mi ma 

tu puedes llamarle Señora Fin 


nslated into Spanish 
by Miguel Blanco 


About the Translation: The poem | have chosen to translate in 
Finn," and | selected this specific piece because | felt thatit ret 
about women and mothers in general. Somehow | pe 
mother, and the efforts that she had to make to 
Venezuela, and raise me as her first child 

The translation of the poem wasn't: 
making similar words in my | j 
and placing them in diff 
and general ideas of the 


ay Call Me Mrs. 
Of positive energy and said alot 
imilarity in this poem to my own 
llege degree back at my homeland, 


JL i ahang the author's line breaks or affecting the meaning 


Miguel Blanco 
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ESSAY: SELECTION OF ee 
_Unconditionally. 


by Annette Skupien . 


Isat there in а cozy rocker feeling the | 
warmth from my newborn daughter, 
inhaling the sweetness of her. The minute 
I held her Iwas head over heels in love. This 
was it. I was now a mom. During her 
feedings, |would brush her peach fuzz head: 
апа touch her petal soft skin wondering -~ 
who this baby would grow up to be. Isat 

- her up and patted her tiny back and waited 
fora burp. Instead | got a lap full of yuck! 
She looked so surprised and seemed to be. 
waiting for my reaction. | looked into her 
blue eyes, smiled and said, "I will love you 
no matter what you do." I put her back'into 
my warm arms and softly chuckled aloud. I. 
can remember, throughout my life, my 
own mother saying that same line. Over 
the course of my life my mom has alwa 


SELECTION OF MERIT 
Jokalaylau ру kenneth Muszynski 


tne gi 
‘unconditional love. Sittir 
with my daughter, | began to remember 
certain times in my life that “line” was said 
to me. 
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Rocking back and forth on my mom's new coffee table, my brother and I laughed and giggled. 

We were only about four and six (I was the oldest) but we knew we could not use this table as a 
sailboat. Waves were splashing at the sides and I can remember saying "Man overboard" as Ishoved 
ту brother into the carpet sea. Along with him went our glass candy dish ship's wheel. I jumped: 
off the ship and started to run. As Iran, I quickly glanced back at the mess we had made and'hit my - 
mother's hip with my head. The look on her face was horrible! | thought, "poy.am | going to get it." 
“What do you have to say for yourself young lady?" she asked rather calmly. "I'm sorry,” I whispered. 
She bent down and kissed me onthe forehead'and said “I'll love you по matter what." She then got 
the broom and dust pan to help us clean up our broken ship's wheel that lay in pieces on the floor. 
Luckily my mother's unconditional love followed me right into my teen years. Especially when 

| found myself and a girlfriend arrested | апа in the city jail. "I can't call my mom,” I said, “she'll kill 
me!" The female officer was enjoying о г misfortune way too much. | could tell by the way she 
sald, "Right this way ladies," laughing under her breath. I picked up the phone and called home. My 
mom answered. "You are where?" she asked. "Do you know what time it is? I'll be right there." Slam 
went the phone in my ear. Ten minute doth my parents walked in and never once looked or 
. Spoke to me. The ride home was dead si | went into the house I stopped at the front door. 
I heard my mom behind me say, "I love you. nor er what you do, but next time you'll be spending 
the night there." | 
Even as |І became ап adult and married, that (0) was always there: І паа со finally come to grips 
that my marriage was over. It had only lasted. WO years. How could | tell my mom? Michael and | 
ad a big traditional wedding with all the trimm gs t my request). My parents had done it all for 
e and here | was going to tell them it was for nothing. | called my mom one night and in one 
d, "It's over. Michael moved home and | am filing for divorce in the morning. | know 
you said it wou rk, we were too young, ana otto do it. We did it anyway. I guess I had to 
learn on my owr ей to make it work. 1 did. ШІ pay back 
everything. | know | пам Jointed you. I'm really sorry." | hung up дш y: t even let 
nen respond. ı The last thi anted to hear Was ' ' told you so," ог 


n | The phone 
rang. 1 remember picking up the phone and knowing it Was | | | ot erend. "I know 
_ you gave this yourall, but some things in life are tf | о matter what, you аге my 
daughter and | will always love vou." That was al | 

| was brought back to the present bya lit 


and her to her childre 
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SHORT STORY: SECOND PLACE 


'Tis the Season tobe... 


by Joe Ann Burgett 


attern in the frost that is 

he glass fascinates her. She 
her mother when she told 
sd the frozen patterns on the 
s the swirls and circles of ice 
design changes and disappears 
e thinks that her life has often 
tside, it has always appeared to be 
e perfect than it really was. 

barely notices the sun fade gently on 
the horizon. The street lamps 
-. begin to glow. Up and down the | 
street the Christmas 
lights- begin to 
. twinkle in the 
hous 


- оће sits quietly in the corner in her favorite chair. She s 
collecting on the window pane. The beauty of the frozen d 
remembers when, as a child, she really 

her that Jack Frost came at night 

-glass while she was sleeping 
with her finger and wat 
from the warmth of h 
been a lot like that. F 


FIRS T del L A С Е 
| Haunted HOUSE by Daishi wasa ~ 
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surrounds her and somehow she forgets to notice that she is sitting there in the room in the dark. 
Waiting for the darkness to envelop her is second nature to her now. She knows in the depths Of 
her heart that she won't be v /aiting for the darkness to come much longer now. 

Snowflakés gently drif the ground. Softly at first, and then heavier as the dusk turns to 
evening. She watches them glisten in the street lights and studies them closely as they drift and 
dance and glisten. She wonders if it is really true that never has there been two exactly alike. Just 
like my children, she thinks. She remembers that one of them will be here soon to take her to the 
family gathering for christmas Eve. She is as ready as she will ever be, to go. 

She pictures what the gift opening. Will be like later this evening. It didn't take long to shop. 
She decided to buy exactly what sh thought each family member would really want, regardless of 
the cost. Everything is wrapped now and stacked in bags next to the door. It's not the thoughts 
but the gifts that count anyway, she thinks to herself. e е 

She laughs out loud, as she imagines the look оп her daughter: in-law's face when she watches 
her grandchildren open the toys she has selected. She's certain she has chosen the noisiest toys on 
the market this year. But she knows that her grandchildren will love her for them. she thought 
about her own children when she made her selections. What would Jimmy have asked for? Is this 
the doll that would have caused Sarah to beg and plead for hours? Is this remote control car 
something that her youngest son, David, would have hounded her for from Thanksgiving to Christmas 
. Day? Expensive? Screw the expense, she thought | 
a : She bought gifts for the whole family with re 

| she felt like a drunken sailor on shore leave. Sh 
у regard 00 cost, gave her. Іп her lif 


ss abandon. By the time she returned home 
atoxicated by the emotion that shopping, 
e had never experienced such a glorious 


4 


е feelings of guilt and buyer's remorse 
| shop-a-holic's 
stomach. 


ded her. They . 
sgiving and Christmas 
ом how I really feel about this 


No one wanted to mention decorating the house 1 a 1 holidays. Family tradition has 
always brought her family home to her house for Christmas. The past two weeks since his funeral 
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Even her best friend, Martha, 
was afraid to suggest that she 
bring out the lights and decorate 
the house. The ingredients she'd 
purchased for cookies and f 
cakes still sit unopenedAn the 
pantry. For the 47 years she has 
been married she has/made the _ 
same holiday treats from old 
family recipes. Not this year, she 
thinks, maybe пех time. 

She can hear the tires 
crunching in the| newly fallen 
snow out front. More time has 
probably passed then she 
realizes. But time\just doesn't 
matterto heranymore. She tries 
to remember the last, time that 
time really counted former. She 
is grateful that her daüghter, 


_ everyone come to her house: 
She is willing to admit that the 
effort to organize this whole 


"SELECTION OF MERIT 
Turkey Still Life oy Kenneth Muszynski 
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_ Shopping; а 
Now that sh 
realize, she took the ch 
the thrill she felt when she use 
Kind of like sex, only more fun she'd t 
she'd giggled out loud. She laughs when : 
thinks. Yes dear, roll over and sit up and beg. Sh 
of freedom since she was a young girl. 


eally much better off financially than he ever wanted her to 
ided for the mall. She laughs to herself as she remembers 
‚for the first time. Chills tingled down her spine. 
The clerk had looked at her funny when 
lling over in his grave. Roll over, she 
she hasn't felt this wonderful sense 


e 
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She feels а draft blow gently over her from 
the window. She gets up and turns up the heat. 
As she hears the old furnace groan and moan: 
in the basement, she reaches over to the 
thermostat and really cranks it up. She checks 
to make sure the dial is set at seventy two 
degrees. You're really-living now, sister, she tells 
herself. She remembers Jim's rules. In the 
winter the thermostat must always be set at 64 
during the day and 58 at night. 

She watches as up and down her street cars 
begin to pull up and families with arms loaded 
with food and gifts spill out of their autos and 
into the houses. She listens to the laughter and 
the joy. She tries to remember when she last 


felt that total, complete feeling of pure joy. She. 


knows that she will feel it tonight again and 


. anxiously anticipates those feelings in the depth 


of her soul. She knows that tonight, with her 
children and grandchildren, she will laugh+long 


_ and hard until her ribs ache. She almost feels _ 
. the tears spring forth from the depths of her 
soul and. run Gown her face until she is almost 


sobbing. 
When Sarah was a | baby she. was severely 


allergic. and asthmatic. She still is, her mother 


thinks. Only now, she is able to control it with 
shots. She remembers that this is the reason 
they decided to buy an artificial tree. For the 
first couple of years they were married and 


when Jimmy was а baby they always had a blue 


Spruce. His folks had always had a blue spruce 


and if that was good enough for them by God... 
She remembers that first big fight they | 


had, the first Christmas they were married. It 
was exciting to be néwlyweds and she had 
eagerly looked forward to the holidays. It had 


ESSAY: SELECTION OF MERIT 


Kick the Can 


by Linda K. Rowe 


Tha-unk! Rattle, rattle, rattle! 
The can went flying down the hill, 

` kids scattering every which мау. 

| stayed behind the hedge. | 
hadn't moved all game. | really was 
chicken and | didn't care. Now. ~ 
Later I'd care a whole lot. 

У Now what | wanted most in the 
whole world was not to be caught. 
So [stayed in that hiding place 
under the hedge until the street 
lights came on and everyone had to 
go home. 

When | did crawl out and the 
kids saw me, they remembered they 

' hadn't seen me the whole game. 
Then the taunts started. "You hid 
the whole time! Chicken! Chicken! 
Chicken!” 

| didn't know which was worse- 
the taunts or being “it,” for if | had 
run to the can on home base and 
did not make it in time, | would 
become “it.” Апа! was the youngest 
kid, except for PeeWee, and he was 

‚ so much younger the kids made it 
easier for him. | would be “it” for 
ever. 

| worried a lot about being "it." 
What if | was “it” for the whole 
game? Or the whole summer? 

Then one day | was suddenly 
bigger and faster and braver. | 
snuck closer to the can, creeping 
from hedge to bush, closer and 
closer. | raced up and kicked that 
can right from under Joey's nose, 
letting all his prisoners go. And | ran 
laughing away to hide again. 
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been easy to shop for everyone. She.reflected on the beauty and majesty о ir first tree. It was 
a huge blue spruce that was level with the ceiling. He grabbed the tree from the middle, and shoved 
it out the front door and onto the lawn. She marveled at his strength and wondered where it came 
from. Bulbs and decorations exploded and shattered. The tree became airborne and flew across 
the snow. The angry words he shouted had long since faded from her memory, but the shock she 
felt and the fear that had gripped her would stay with her forever. As soon as he was sound asleep, 
she went outside in the freezing cold and dragged the tree back inside. She couldn't let the neighbors 
See the havoc he had created. It took her hours to clean up the tiny slivers of glass that were 
embedded in everything--the walls, the carpeting, even in her clothes and hair. Her body wracked’ 
' with sobsand the deep despair that filled her soul was like nothing she had ever experienced before. 

The next morning, when Jim woke up, he acted as if nothing had happened. No apology, no 
explanation, not one word escaped from his lips to acknowledge the terror and fear that had filled 
the room just hours before. He had a startled look on his face when he examined the tree. Was he 
surprised to see it sitting there? Was he uncertain how she had dragged that huge monster back 
inside by herself? He threw a one hundred dollar bill on the table as he walked out the.door. 

"You really need to get some decoration on that thing," he said as he left, not making eye 
contact with her. "You сап spend what's left o verón something-for yourself. Getsomething decent 
to wear." 

And Chat was when the games b 


egan. After that it Wes about every six months for the t 47 


it up and decorating it CN The day after Christmas she would wake up eayly and take it down 
before the.children were up and out of bed. During that entire 48 hours she held her breath and 
prayed that nothing would happen that would set-him off and trigger his témper. Oh, he still had 
a fit and broke things but the tree stayed stationary and the decorations‘remained intact. 4 
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She sits and listens for her son's tires on the driveway. At least 
the children never had to know about it all, she thinks to herself. And 
even though, in the last 45 years they were married she was always 
bruised and scratched, it was On the tops of her arms or her thighs 
where no опе could see. He never hit me, she thinks to herself, at 

„least not with his fists. She'shudders 25 his angry brutal words echo in 
her head. Er 

She begins to let go of the pain a little and a tiny sob makes its 
way from the center of her soul until it exits like a tiny squeak from 
her throat. She realizes that she will never have to suffer through 


another holiday again. When she counts the number of trips the tree · 


took sailing through the ајгапа all of the money she spend replacing 
things she had already purchased, she heaves a huge sigh. Tears аге 
silently running down her face. She knows that now she will be safe 
to decorate a tree and leave it there until she feels like it should come 
down. Tonight, when I return home | will put up the tree and leave it 
there until Valentine's Day, she decides. 

Her son shouts, "Merry Christmas, Mother!" as he comes through 
the door. "My goodness, why are you sitting here in the dark? Damn, 
it's hot in here. Mother, it's 85 degrees. Are you Sick?" 

He gathers her in his arms and wraps his love around her like a 


shroud. “Oh, Ilove you! Are you okay? Hey, let's get going, dinner is 


waiting.” He laughs and shouts and tears are running down his face, 
all at the same time. "Let's get out of here, he orders. | 

"I see you didn't put a tree up this year ог any decorations,” he 
tells her. His glance takes in everything at once. "Mother, are you all 
right? Will you be okay? Goa, please tell me that you won't let yourself 
go and get all senile on us.. 


“мо, Jimmy," she says. E promise | won't get all funny and a | 


‚ my underwear on my head or forget where I have put my teeth,” 
teases him. "I will put up the tree tonight when get home from үл 
sister's," she adds quietly. They gather the bags of gifts and head for 
the door. She thinks that,. план ов he didn’t hear her mention the 
сее 

“The tree? Great Mother. Andi won it it be wonderful not to have 


the damn thing grow little wings and fly about the room this year?" 


he asks her as he shuts the door. 


~ 
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Essay on Poetic Moments E 


by Roy Seeger 


| wish | could describe the moment yesterday 
when | walked down the sidewalk 

in the drenched streets of noon, 

leaves blowing in front of me, 

tumbling like children 


from their cradles 
Шү! Р but | don't have the words. 


| don't have the words 
to convey every sensation every pain every fear every love 
| felt that moment. | | 22 

1 can't find the words. 

T Where are all the Be 

To explain that moment completely 
you would need to know that | just came from my art advisor 
who told me,how financially worthless my education is. М 
You would need to know that | composed a poem last night in 
an experiment of drunken honesty, but! could never show it 
to anyone. There is too much of myself in it. 
You would need to know that | haven't had sex since June. 
Sex has something to do with everything. 
There are oceans of other things.you would need to know, 
embarrassments that need neve nave happened, 
all my frustrated half-loves, 
to understand what compiled ai poetic second 
that makes my words ring hollow 


or leaves matted to the sidewalk 


You тау. also ne ; 
| don't know why, 


) ә 
ЖИ? 
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ESSAY: SELECTION OF MERIT 


Mystical Daffodils he up in the country Ispent most of my time 


by Joan Pagel outside. | would take long walks in the fields and woods 

exploring everything | saw. One warm, spring day | 

found a secret place; a field so beautiful it took my 

breath away. From the edge of the woods, as far as | 

could see were daffodils, acres of them completely 

surrounded by trees. | went to my secret place every 

дау | could and played for hours getting lost in its 
beauty. 

Walking through the field, being careful not to 

|... break asingle stem, I was amazed with the kaleidoscope 

22 Of colors. It was like a rainbow at the end of a warm, 

| summer rain. The sunlit field glowed with different 

shades of yelldw, white, pink, and orange sprinkled with 

a few Streaks of red, all blending together to create a 

menagerie of colors. Each single daffodil had its own 

, ғ unique size and shape, as a crowd of people, ranging 

| from 1 505 figures to misproportioned: bodies. 


e, Was-secluded from the rest of the 
under the peaceful sunshine. 

would play in these cosmetics of the 
earth and pretend | was a bride оп my weddi 
would pick the most petite daffodils | | 
being somewhat more mal 
and carefully weav 


| most elegant, їйї шг bouquet a bride could ever 

hope to carry at her wedding, using every different 
color and petal pattern | could discover. Once | was 
completely decorated with beautiful softness, feigning 
to be a true bride, | walked down an aisle of'sheer _ 
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= wind gently 


with them, but sometimes, i: 
softness.of their perfectly. 


‘elegance. The flowers were so enchanting | could make believe anyt 
| would just sit and slightly brush them against by cheeks, relishi 
formed petals. . A 
The boundary of trees, skyscrapers of the fields, that hid my 
that caused the flowering ornaments of nature to whispt 
conversation. Quietly | would listen to the hint of chatter Wi 
watching the ОСО d ` 
arouse each. petal 5. | | 
catching. the sun's 
reflection with every 
movement. Sitting 
there, surrounded by 
splendor, with the /- 


wonderland furnished winds 
, as if they were having a 
је buzzing of bees in the distance, 


blowing my hair 
and the sun 
warming my 
face, I couldn't. 
imagine a more 
tranguil place on 
earth.. 

' Visiting ту. 
sequestered flower 
garden was like going 
to a candy store, with 
the sweet aroma 
teasing my taste buds, 
making my mouth 
water with delicious 
expectations. If 
daffodils were edible 
they would have to.be 
like candy, being mostly ~ 


* 
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sweet with a surprise Of sourness every so often. The spectrum of colors would represent the 
flavors and the velvet touch of the petals would make it thick and rich like chocolate that melts in ' 
your mouth, sending delightful impulses through your whole body. The enchantment of the 
flourishing garden made it sible to enjoy such a delicacy created from imagination and the 
inspiration of nature. } ; 

Locating the intermediate point of the daffodil playground | would sometimes sit, encompassed 
by. the luscious aroma of sweet perfume. The towering trees produced a scent of pine to intermingle 
with the daffodil fragrance, creating an exclusive potpourri. Every puff of wind would enhance the 
aroma awakening my senses with every breath | took. The sensuous odor arose from the pond of 
blossoms as fog escapes the earth wi he change in temperature. The ubiquitous fragrance would 
sweep me away like a daytime dr Before leaving my secret garden | would usurp a beautiful 
bouquet to fill my home with their glorious charm. 

| went to my secret place every spring and watched the daffodils flourish until the hot summer 
sun would wither them away, leaving m y with poignant memories. As a child the crop of 
flowers was a place Of mystical beauty. To have the privilege of sharing such a beautiful seclusion of 
nature was a pleasure | enjoyed for many years. Ine Д : ede 
glory of nature is something we can all enjoy. ee 

-Alexander Pope describes its wondrous beauty in e d 
- these lines from "Summer": Sunday Brunch 
April 6, 1997 
10:09 AM.- 2:00 PM. 
wih 
Friends of the Arts 


St, Clair County Community College 


"Where! er you’walk, cool gales shall fan the glade 

Trees where you sit shall crowd into a shade: 

‘Where’ er you tread, the blushing flowers shall rise, 
_ And all things flourish where you turn your eyes." 


Donations: Adults $ 15.95 
^ Children 4-12 58.00 


Pre-purchosad tickets can be used any Sunday Apr 


БӘ ЕМЕН es con anenee 810:3292216 


137 North River Road 
э Clair, Michigan 


SELECTION OF MERIT 
) . Tickezs ovokabie at 5. Clair County Community College 


day Brunch ielephone 810-980-5508 orat the River Cob 
ng Mu4holland 
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ROESER SELECTION OF MERIT 


. The cacophony of The Crow 


DY Stacie А. Olshove 


Early in the morning 

The crow's caw ruins the sleep. 

The cold harshness of the 

crow's caw rings in my ears, 

they are trying to close the morning. 
So, | raise my hands to E 
shield my ears. 

But, it is no use, | have to 

greet the morning |. 

again, 

with my imitation of the 

happiness that left my being to long ago.. 
How | look forward to 

sleep; 

it is my only escape from 

the shrill of the crow. 

This leads me to utter 

sadness within my life. 

| put on my front to face с + 
that world that | had put so much trust Into but it” 
spewed and slammed it 

back. My being was at a 

loss with no chance of return; 
immunity seemed to ignore all 

that | used to be and turned on 

it's coping skills and stayed there 
with the caw of the crow; 

forever lost within it's cacophony. 


Й 


Ф 


SECOND PLACE 
I бее You. 
by Steve Seppo 


lo » ~ 
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“ESSAY: FIRST-PLACE 


Spit o 


| by Jacqueline Reed 


When | was fifteen, my world 
exploded. The pieces eventually fell 
back to earth, but they would never 
again form the old, familiar pattern. 
That was the year my parents divorced. 

Three years have passed, and I 
have accepted the situation. Ilook and 
act like a happy, bright college student. 
But there are still dark blossoms Of 
anger and blame in my heart. My ` 
parents’ divorce forever... 
changed the way | feel about 
my parénts and myself. 

My parents were married 
for over nineteen years; and 
in all the time | can 
remember, | onlysaw them 
fight once. Maybe they 


more distat 
other over th 
they weren't the 
who became distant. They 
ripped my life apart; suddenly | | 
could not trust either of them. 
Trusting people gives them power 
to hurt. So I pulled away. | hid in my 
bedroom with the door locked and the 
curtains closed and cried like a bruised 


ГА 
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Wrenches 
ру Тот Веска 


and beaten child. Eve 1 avoid getting:too close to them. When my dad says he loves me, | 
smile vaguely and say "okay." if my mom tries to hug or kiss me, I shrink back in my chair and turn 
my face away. | ы 

My parents didn’ tseem, to hate each other when they got divorced. In the months that followed, 
though, | was exposed to as jf them | had never seen: they were bitter, angry, vengeful. | 
remember my father talkini mother onthe phone. He slammed the phone down after a few 
seconds. His face was red, furious. "God, | hate that bitch!" he said. Then he looked at my brother 
and me, atsour stunned faces, and said “Oh. Sorry." ` 

Mý mom was just as bad. My bedroom is next to hers, so night after night I had to listen to her 
endless stream of telephone con tions about my father; how stupid he was, how much she 
hated him, how her lawyer was tr get more money from him--every detail of the divorce. All 
ofa sudden, I had no idea who m really were; the people | was seeing were not people | 
could love. | V 

. They did not live together anymore, but my DENSIS still had to communicate about some 
things. They wouldn't talk to each other, so they used me. They could carry on entire arguments 
that way: "Tell your father he needs to pay your dentist bill"; "Tell your mother my insurance won't 
cover it, so she has to pay"; "Tell your father 5 responsibility..." and so on, and on апа on and 
on. What they didn't realize was that it h jhen they used me to make demands on each 
other. They were so busy arguing that the ve time to see that | was in pain. They didn't 
eethe hurt change to anger, the anger chan )htempt for them, and the contempt lead to 
drawal. When the withdrawal became de they didn't seethat, either. 
ot see it, so they kept adding to it ly my mother. Whenever | would act out- 
ean - stay out too late--her resp Iways, "Why don't you just go live with 
N idn't | Because he had гетаг | knew his 29 year old bride would not 
welcome a tee stepdaughter. | паа no optio 
Г ree. | ; 

Not all of the effects of their divorce were terrible, though. Гат mo 
I would be if they were still together. | earn my own money; I have to--if ranything, 
it would start them arguing about who.paid for what. Im ОМ 
neither need nor want their guidance. 

Yes, | have put the pieces of my life back t 
They are a smaller part of my life now; 1 Vis 
my mom whenever I can. My parents' divorce 
loneliness. | cannot give th the power tom Ke me feel that way again, 
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ESSAY: SECOND PLACE 


Dear Trails 


by Linda К. Rowe 


Anyone can follow animal tracks in the 
snow. You don't have to inherit some special 
ability from your ancestors. You merely 
have to walk slowly with your eyes down and 
you willsee mini highways of animal activity. 

` My property supports many deer and, 
as | have been putting out corn and hay on 
the back hillside, their tracks are 
everywhere. But something about the 

tracks | found one morning puzzled 

me. There were drag marks in 
front of every hoof print. 
Drag-step, drag-step, drag- 
step, went the trail. 

The alarmist in me 
feared that while following: 
these tracks | would find an 
injured deer lying helpless in 

the woods. | even began_to 

plan what I would do--run.to my 

neighbor's house to get someone to 
humanly destroy the suffering animal. 

I had stopped to consider this plan and 
"happened to glance behind me at my own 
tracks which appeared in a familiar pattern; 
drag-step, drag-step, drag- ‚step. When | 
walked slowly, | dragged my ‘boots before | 
made each step. 

This deer, | reasoned, was АШАП 
slowly walking along, perhaps dreaming of ~ 
the days when the winter white would give 
way to lush spring green. 


асуы 
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POETRY: SELECTION: OF. MERIT 


"women" 


‚by Stacie A. Olshove 


Self-esteem stays 
Within the lowest 
. level manageable, in turn E 


Pretty, thin, gorgeous with the | | has made my life ап % 
ego of the thousand men, yet ү excruciating hell to cope 
the personality of only three. |. with the feelings of losing 


Vomit comes to mind upon 

the thought of these women 

WHY- 

has He chosen some to have 

two, some one, and some none? 
Born for a bikini and some for aten 
but, | have gone 

to the point of no extent 


the only thing | truly love. 

It might drive insanity into 

the one thing | truly love along 

with my mind and soul. 

Plummeting to the pits of 

self acceptance and turmoil 

to continue with this so called 

mortal being that | have been issued. A 
to hate each and every- , Should it have been what society 

one of the Cosmopolitan and ` һай required; | would not need 

Centerfold women because; | wasn'tthe chosen. (о feel this way about the 


But, in actuality he didn’t | beautiful people who | judge ; 
choose them 7 -and hate before meeting or crossing 
they chose him. -of lives has taken place. 
society has set the mold: Maybe, one day, I will accept 
that women are supposed to “ what has been issued 
_ fit or should, | say, “men have to me like а toe tag with 
Written the rules to that one.” great pleasure and accept 
Why, | ask, can't we, the UN-chosen others who are not like 
have a chance at will power to ME. i 


become what we want to become? 7 
This world of the Beauty sickens 

me. Hatred, jealousy, and envy have + 

consumed much of my time and color of 

Life, that | could have used 

somewhere else. 
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She was deep in slumber, the world around her had faded into 
eternity. She elt the pain and discomfort in her private parts. 
She concentrated оп keeping.her eyes closed and not letting her 
eyelids flutter. She had figured out a long time ago that if she 
pretended to be asleep, sometimes he would go away. He 
didn't go away, really. He would begin to breathe deeply and ” 

fall asleep. Shortly after he passed out he would snore loudly. 

As soon as she knew for sure he was fast asleep she 

SHORT STORY: would move out of his way. She hated his awful smoke- 
n-beer breath the most. She had figured out a system 
in her head for making the time go faster and to:help 
take her away from the reality of him. She used to 


FIRST PLACE 


a Times a have a favorite blue corduroy dress. It was covered 
with hundreds of alphabet blocks with the letters 
by Joe Ann Burgett : .. all scrambled. 


When she was daydreaming in class, she 

would study the pattern and repeat the 

| С “ alphabet in her mind. Abcde..änd on she 
would sing to herself.xWhen she finally 

learned to read she would make words out 

of the letters. She could feel the ripples 


‚ rub the cloth and form the words in 
her mind. 
| When he x 
ft would visit f 
her 


|. in the 
night, she 

would make herself 
see the dress hanging in the 
closet in the darkness. She would 
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of the corduroy on herskin dsshe would - 


. and never come back. She hoped he would die. But instead, 
s it just went on foreverand ever. 


\ , , 


imagine the corduroy between her fingers апа spell out (ле words. 
When she began to memorize the times tables she would recite them 
over and over again to herself. He could manipulate her body, but 

he couldn't penetrate her mind. 

Nine times nine, she would think to herself. And backwards 

she would go, until he fell asleep or went away. She wanted 

him to go away. Sometimes she wished he would go away 


She would turn her head so she couldn't smell his 
breath. Sometimes she would. listen for her mother. 
She wondered why she didn't come to help her. Maybe 
it was better if they didn't make him mad when he à - 
was drinking. Everyone tried to keep the рёасе 
when he was drunk. They whispered when he was 
sleeping, tiptoed so they wouldn't wake him up. 
Tonight, she began to recite her times tables +: 
again. The pain spread into her stomach. The 
dull ache burned between her legs and it was 


hard for her to keep her breathing even and 


shallow. She tried to concentrate on 
controlling her eyelids. Against her will, 
her lids squinted and tears began to roll 


down her face. She felt like she бв . 
was falling « and she couldn't S | 
concentrate. ae ; 
she i d S M 3 im 
wanted ү 
it all to - : 4 
stop. She 


wanted him to 90 
away. She tried to be 
quiet and to ре a good girl. 
Suddenly, her eyes popped open. For 
a moment she couldn't figure out where she 
was. She was sobbing softly. 


* Ў a 
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' minutes, she realized that she hadn't worn 


The. shadows а 
were unfamiliar. At 
first; she felt lost and 
confused. Then as her 
eyes began to adjust to 
the dark she saw her | 
husband's shadow.. She | 
took a deep breath. It wasn't | 
beer and smoke that she 
smelled, but his cologne. It 
took hera few moments to come | 
from the depths of her slumber, | 
back to reality. As her mind 
focused, she remembered that she 
didn't know her times tables. As an 
adult, she couldn't remember them 
‚ past five times nine. And after a few 
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corduroy in along, long time. 
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POETRY: 
- : SELECTION OF MERIT 


My Garden 


bv Mary E. zmudzinski 


Early spring 
dust blows across the barren land 
About the . E у the occasional leaf left from autumns 
Translation: » > descent - skips and flutters about 
I chose this А 3 3 2 : Pi 
poem ` ў tunnels burrowed in winter by rat like 
because it isa ~ P | heave up from the ground 
traditional poem. summer. dawns and the land bursts forth 


lam morer : with delights the senses will behold, 
comfortable with UM UN 2. f 
poetry about nature. "My 2. 
Garden" was relatively, . 
simple, except for a couple _- i à 
of problems in lines 5 and 8. 5 p 
For example, the term "rat 
Like creatures" in line 5 was 


“impossible to translate. Line s _ Мека Bagh 


8, while the most beautiful | ; 
line of the poem, escapes ^* shuroo bahaar aur 


translation. So in my khak kay bagolay - banjuar zameen 
translation | was able to ; i 
present the physical | Khizan Ка koi patta uttarta hai 


attributes of summer but hawa kay thapairon main urta hai A 
not the spiritual promise the | p ы 
last line offers. | Sarma ki surangain 
Another problem was | | zamin par ubhartl hain 
the concept of summer. In a : : | х 
tropical climate people do bahar tuloo hoti hai 
not look forward to the zamin ki zarkhaize phat parti hai 
intense heat and discomfort . 
of summer, so I have used - - Translated into Pakistani № = 
"Bahar," our term for spring. 2 Вуғайтаді » 
Fatima Ali | . 
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ESSAY: SELRCTION.OF MERIT 


A Step Back 
In Time 


by Ron,Rabidue 


à 


| love the fall season. It is the time of 
year that brings back fond memories. As | 
look back, having been raised on a farm, one 
of the events that took place was making 
cider. Since we Farely had time to trim the 
branches, and never used chemical sprays for 
insects, we had to depend on mother nature 
to give us a year with an abundant apple 
Crop. : 


take the tractor and trailer around to the 
various apple trees on the farm, for they. 


we had enough. When we picke 
needed, we returned to the house and, 
sorted through all of them once more, 
inspecting them for worms or damage. Then 
we placed them in a big galvanized tub and 
washed them off. | n 

. Next thing we had to do was get the 
cider pres$ out of storage and take it outside, 


Ж because making cider created a big mess. We 
had to completely dismantle the press for 
cleaning, before using it. The wooden 
SELECTION OF MERIT. % 


Piper оу Adrianne Richardson 
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When the apples were ripe, we would < 


were scattered all over. We picked only the - | 
choice apples from each tree until we felt | 


sections had to be washed and scrubbed. Some of the seams opened up due to the wood drying 
out and washing the wood caused it to swell up and close the gaps. The steel internal mechanism 


. had to be rubbed and polished, to remove any:rust that might have occurred from sitting idle. 


Once that was done, it had to be reassembled and then we were ready for the apples. 

There wasa hopper on top of the press where we put the apples. Sometimes we would throw 
in а few pears to make the cider a little sweeter. My job was to place a board on top of the apples, 
keeping a constant pressure on them. . This forced the apples into the grinder blades, as my dad 
turned the crank on the side of the press. The apple pieces would fall straight down into a round 
cylinder. This cylinder was about the size of a common household pail. It was made up of wood 
slats spaced evenly apart and held together by metal,bands. The cylinder rests on a flat platform, 
with sides, that directs the juice along and dumps it into a pan. When the cylinder is full off apple 
pieces we would slide it along the platform until it is directly under the long press shaft. Then a flat 
board, that is cut the the same inside diameter as the cylinder, is placed on top of the apple pieces. 
The long shaft is threaded with a wheel attached to the upper end of it. The wheel has three lugs, 
equally spaced, welded to it. The wheel is turned clockwise by hand until it doesn't turn anymore. 
Then a large bar is placed between the lugs on the wheel, which is used for leverage. The wheel is 
then tightened a few last turns and the juice runs through the slats of the cylinder, down the 
platform, and into the pan. Once the juice stops flowing the pressure is released from the shaft and 
the wheel is backed out of the cylinder. The apple remains are knocked out of the cylinder. The 
cylinder is placed under the grinder and the process starts all over again. The cider is run through 
а piece of white linen cloth to strain out any seeds or apple chunks that slipped through the cracks 
of the cylinder. The cider was then put into gallon jugs for storage and cooling. 

After all the cider is made, the clean-up then begins. The press is disassembled, then scrubbed 
and washed with water. It is then dried, reassembled, and put back in storage. 

While the cider making process was taking place, my grandmother was making warm оло 
donuts, which we called fried cakes. After all the work was done, the celebration would then begin. 
Everyone would get their fill of cider and donuts. 

AS | think back at this event I've come to this conclusion. The hard work made the cider taste a 
little sweeter. Grandmother's love made the donluts taste'a little better, and neither one could be 
duplicated by any grocery store today. In closing, | would like to leave you with one thought. Do 
you think, that with today's modern process of making cider, they actually find all tne apples that - 
might have a worm in them? 
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Adultery 


by Sharon Warren 


> 


They sat іп а booth 
by the window. The seats 

were worn black leather 

with brittle cracks exposinga _ 
nicotine colored foam that à 
-pinched the underside of the | ; 
-—woman'sthigh. On the otherside | 

of the window, semislumbered up - 
"the hill, their gears grinding with ^ 

the effort. This bar, set 
in the middle of town's 
industrial park, a 
corner dive so-to- 
speak, was a place 
where they w 5 
one would kn 


“SELECTION OF MERIT | 
Spilled Milk by ronald. Atherton 


ime kind of- 
ding, some kind of 
to where this was going. 
never been together, 
alone before. She felt- 
uncharacteristically self- 
conscious; perspiration . 

formed on her upper lip, she. 
her glass of cognac tightly so that — . 
Shake. She was uncertain - 

| the window that . 

rom the black | 


clue as 
They had 


held onto 
hewouldnotsee 2 
. whattosay. He smiled 
was gradually misting over, 


TER 
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steel sill upwards, giving the view of the street asurreal mask. She 
followed his gaze and saw the world as a mechanical dream--gray 
pipes, cold slate glass, rusting iron, and mobile columns of smoke- 
-a cement sanctuary, a much safer place compared to this table 
where the two sat. She concentrated on the rings of moisture 
left behind by their drinks, these rings were her-anchor; her 
fingers touched the cool wetness to reassure her by the 
familiar. She felt as though she were seated in a black box 
spinning through space; her every cell like an antennae, 
alerted to the next movement, the next word. She knew 
that she should not have come but she also knew that: 
it was inevitable that she would be here, before this 
person who was slightly more than an acquaintance, - 
not even a friend really but someone with whom 
; | : she knew there was some undeniable connection. 
wa |. Their spirits were not strangers but danced 
around each other in an unseen choreography 
that had no certain ending. 
| The flame of the candle wavered in its 
. | |. plastic fishnet husk. Her heart pounded 
222 beneath her ribs, she could even see her 
sweater move discreetly to its bass 
rhythm. This nervousness was 
overwhelming; she decided with 
relief that would leave, go home 
| and sleep, innocuou ne. 

11 А shadow. came across the window | there ап 
old woman stood. A cigarette hung from her mouth, she puffed in and out without 
touching it. Through the haze the woman saw that the old woman wasn't really old but-that 
her skin was taupe, sanguine, crinkled and thin like crepe paper. Her clothes were composed of 
layers upon layers of filthy, worn material whose colors had faded to match her skin. She scanned 
the window without even seeing the couple; looking for some unknown person or object or maybe 
even at her own reflection. She threw her cigarette down, spit behind it, and shuffled slowly away. 

The man looked at the woman with a raised brow and sympathetically shook his head at the 
retreating figure. The woman took in a deep breath, 

“Would you like to go? | know a place," she said. In silence, their drinks unfinished, they got up 
au left. | | i 
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POETRY: FIRST PLACE 


April 15th 


by Joe Apn Burgett 


it's tax day and they have an appointment, 
their-werídly goods have been divided апа the divorce fs pending 
it's all over including the shouting... 


she's lost 65 pounds since she last saw him, М 
so she puts оп her make-up carefully 
and dresses in her best--so he will eat his heart out... 


the accountant doesn't Know what to say 
after fifteen years of helping them , 
keep their affairs in order, now they have fallen apart... 


the paper work completed and signed 
she puts on her coat and gets ready to leave | 
recognizing the desire burning in his eyes... 


"hey, you look terrific" he smiles 
and tries to help her with her coat 
"did, | ever tell you nete you have beautiful brown е" 


thanks, ту eyes are green, dear... 
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Friends of the Arts | Friends of the Arts is an 

" di un 

Y. organization of citizens of our 

community who are interested in 


CORPORATE BENEFACTOR \ PATRONS А 
; i D N г supporting the arts and promot : 
C. A. Muer Corporation Sylvia Bardiel у EN n $ 
; Carolyn Barker ng programs in the arts at St 
BENEFACTORS | 
Frederick and June Bennett v Clair County Community College 
Margaret Boal $ Ruby Clemons [in music, theatre, creative writ 
Capt. Morgan Howell Richard and Barbara Collins с х at 
i ing and the visual arts. m 
SPONSORS 5 Iris Colwell | 
> à Elizabeth Curt With the retirement, of 
Clinton F. Stimpson, Ill Карк Dean Patrick Bourke, the Board 


John and Dorothy | Hickman 


Katherine Ноћ of Directors of the Friends of the 


+ 
DISTINGUISHED DONORS — iu Aes Kean | кога Arts has been reorganized and 
alter an ог! е когаузоп ы ` 

Margaret Armstrong Kirk and Shi Ea s Kors expanded. The co-chairs are now 
Patrick Bourke "James and Betheen Leader Patrick Bourke and Nancy 
“Dr. and Mrs. Delbert Buchman Merle and Вегуј Levy Қар SE нс A EE 
Elwood and Eloise Buchman Naney Lilley. 3 à Nyitray: Secretary-treasurer, Geri 
Sidney and Natalie Buckman Robert and Doris Lloyd Reed; ex offitio, Christa Adams. 
Ernest and Barbara Dear James and Nancy Maywar Other board members are; Sylvia 

Charles and Susanna Defever Thomas and Diane Obee 3 


Bargiel, Susanna. Defever, David 
Korff, Al Matthews and Margaret 
Stone. 


J. Elliott Johnston 
James and Janet Kelly 
Jack апа Bette Kozlen 
“Michigan Assoc. for Higher Education 
Ron and Judy Morris 
Nancy R. Nyitray 


We at the College deeply ар 


preciate the support of our bene- 


John E. O'Dell a tv Si 2 
James and Cynthia.Rourke 11. . factors, sponsors, distinguished 
St. Clair Theatre Guild s | Mike: and Donna Soule donors, patrons, and friends. If 
y TA x 3: | Emil and Jo Steinhaus” | you believe in the importance of 
ES 2 Bp d va ME the College arts program and your 
o Margaret Wedge | name is not listed among the con- 
| tributing Friends, we invite you 
a to attend our events and fo join 
| РА : with others in keeping Arts Alive 
FRIENDS 8 IN MEMORIAM als 8 
e. іп St -Clair County Community 
Richard and Nancy Doehring. 22. - Gordon DaCosta EN | ; 
Helen Kirkendall (5. ^ Alan DaCosta MORTE у 
Alpha Мед Koob 1 Charles Defever, Sr. For further information on 
Judith Lindberg ‚ Gordon ‘Hill Friends of the Arts; contact 
Francis and Virginia Pillsbury ЖА is 
Audra Scribner Nancy Nyitray or Geri Reed, 
$ Viola Shaw | Mi 50606, 323 Erie Street, PO. Box 
Theodore and Ruth Skell Jessel Nyitray 5015, Port Huron, Michigan 
_ sam and Betty Tomion Helen Brannigan Paulson = 5 е 
William and Antoinette Tucker . Patrick Sullivan. | 48061-5015; phone 810/984- 


Glenn Sutton 1.3881, 
Charles Wright à 
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S MaGAZINE=COORDINATO 
Gary Schmitz -~ 
Holly Sanchez 
= STUDENT WRITING COORDINAT 
Gary Sch mitz 


Бы АК поене 
David Korff 


js E ie есен... Es 
ч 4 Holly Sanchez 


KEYLINING 
Denise Linden 


- Jupcine - 
Jim Neese · 
Gary Schmitz 
Chuck Phillips 
- Jim Lovett. 
John Henry 

David Korff . .. 

arey Нарву 


Paul Klaus 
Michael Kohl : 
Сагу Schmitz  - · 
Holly Sanchez : 

` Г бегі кебі , 

xm and Guy о who said it could' nt be d 
SPRING | 1 

St. Clair County Community 
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